Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
back of the house, where the younger children now
played.
"He will be twenty-one in September—no, August.
With so many it is hard to remember birthdays; yet it
seems but yesterday," she said, giving voice to the memo-
ries the portrait recalled. "You remember—but no, you
don't, for you were only six at the time—but old Caterina
could tell you how we went to mass and had barely entered
the church when I was seized with the birth-pains and
could hardly get home, and as a matter of fact did not
reach my bed. So he was born like our Saviour—don't
shake that finger, Fesch; it is not sacrilege, for I have no
notion that Napoleon will be any saint, and I'm a very
worldly and unworthy woman—but both were born after
a journey, without pomp, and neither in a bed; one was
laid in the manger, the other on a carpet. How do I make
that out? Well, I had been away with Carlo in the hills,
when we were driven out by the French, and camped up
on the top of Monte Rotondo—though a boy, you recall
that. Then I came back, and that morning, when old
Mammucia Caterina found me on the sofa there, she laid
him on this strip of red carpet, right here at my feet.
It's frayed; but its flowers are almost as bright as when
he used to follow them with his chubby finger.
"You think he is too active now; you should have
seen him as a child," she continued as she returned to
her sewing for little Jerome. "He was sullen and morose,
kindly and winning by turns, sharing his toys, the soul
of generosity; you could get anything out of him at times
if you only appealed to him. But how he would fight when
they enraged him, called him names, or made fun of him
or his family! His first love-affair, at six, you remember
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